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GOLDFINCHES 

Lord  what  a dag  bright  down  and  up  twitteringi 
Elir.ding  in  the  azure,  than  anything  more  yellow-- 
Oh.  Oh.  Low  after  high  then. 

They  leap  in  their  heaven,  they  skip,  these  lilters; 
Gleeful  the  springs  a spent  dip  follows . 

Isn't  there  any  end  then  to  this  light  laughing. 
Titter  of  sun-dew  shed  from  the  shining 
U ocn- change d.  ni ght-wi ng? 

Yes.  lie.  But  they’ve  landed. 

Silly  little  angels,  mad  ghost-children. 

Not  on  the  oak,  these  brothers  to  the  butterflies. 
Each  with  his  face  in  a flower. 


E • N.  DILWORTE 
Lehigh  University 


VjEDDIITG 


Though  artists 

' no  celebrate  the  gaiety 
Of  tears  are  ro  re  as  harlequin 
tr  Chaplin,  scurrying  through 
The  valley  of  pathos  and  twiddling 
A cane  up  the  slope  of  s.  grin. 

Here  in  the  modern  gallery 
Among  cube 

A nd  fauve .and  surrealist 
They* ve  hung  Chagall* 

A farfel  village  soaking  « 

In  the  bov/1  of  Prussia's 
Soup,  and  lilliput  people  ghet  o-v-alled. 
These  are  the  tenants  of  his  memory 
Beyond  the  Dv/ina 
And  the  Seine 
Because  they  study 

Alephbeths  of  laughter 
That  choice 

The  wailing  chapters  of 'their  pair.* 


Tape  latutaritu 
V'ith  a brush 

Dabbled  in  a palette  cf  pcens. 

He  mauves  and  blues  the  villagers 
To  move • The'  sky  rushes 
Rain bowed  covenants  down 
Upon  the  milkwhite  bride  who 

Carries  high  as  wine  on  her  shoulders 
The  groom,  her  jester  and  child. 

And  wraps  him.  in  the  bulrush  scrolls. 
Colors  cf  mirth. 

Infancy' s twist  of 
The  top  cf  its  innocent  dreams 
Spin  up 
To  canopy 

The  tabornacled  rite: 

Skulleapped  huts  that  mark  their  birth. 
Street  where  braids  of  candlefolk 
Dance  in  an  eternal  ring,  and  doves 
Flume  Christ's  eyes. 


"While  above 


The  chant  of  holy 

Canticle,  shawled  in  the  blue-clouded 
Davidian- star red  night, 

A traveler  goes 
In  flying  stride 
Over  the  crooked  houses. 

His  body  a fiddle,  cow 
And  fatted  calf  follow  his  melody. 

Steadying 

A shoulderbag  of  windy  myths 
Of  Vitebsk  or  Kasrilivka 
To  overflow  the  markets  to  the  west. 

Ho  wake  s horizons: 

Sholem  Aleichem, 

Lithe  fingers  pluck; 

Aleichem  Sholem, 

Light’s  sinking  strings  intone. 

And  Dawn,  a strutting  coppled  cock. 

Nuzzles  his  neck  like  the  muzzle  of  a foal. 


JACK  HIRSCEMAN 
Indiana  University 


Tv.'Q  POEMS  BY  HOWiJlD  R.  "WEBBER  - Lehigh  University 


THE  SOLILOQUY  OF  A CHILD 

God  has  l^t  tht,  pond  * 

Abscond-  • 

**nd  all  the  fish 
Flap  famished  flippers 
And  lie  in  mud  to  die* 

They  gasp  their  gills  at  seas  of  air 
Because  there  is  too  much  of  it-- 
I myself  would  starve  if  honey  were  all* 
They  trss  thoir  lives  away  as 
Idly  by  am  I . 

And  mamma  has  no  think  on  other  tilings. 

The  sun,  the  clouds,  the  sky* 

She  docs  not  know  I see 

A fish's  eye,  its  fins,  its  pale  blue  skin. 


TEE  FONDEST  ENEMY 


There  was  a boy  who,  trusting-young. 

Outstripped  the  cold-frame  incubation  of  the  latter  months. 

Perverse  midwife rv  that  suscitated  only  consternation, 

«/  i'  y 

* 

And  with  sheer  delight  cf  spiders  spinning 
(Who  dc  not  always  spin),  ran  eager-heeled 

Upon  the  fuming  April  like  a lung-sore  swimmer  from  the  carbon  deep. 


* 

His  eyes  were  blinded  so  by  sight. 

Pie  lost  himself,  philosopher,  in  leaves  and  bills 
He’d  never  road  before:  yet  was  content, 

* 

He  lost  himself  in  pods,  like  broadcast  coins  of  Brobdingnag, 

The  sickled  space  between  (on  which  he  stood,  then  prostrate,  mused) 
With  pine  and  maple  quilled,  with  threshold  lily  furled, 

* 

Wreathed  with  plaited  reed  and  couched  with  filigree, 

Eut  pools:  by  nutmeg  creeled,  by  clarity  unbound. 

In  them  was  limned  a sparkling  travesty, 

* 

A world  consummate,  world  reduced  to  wit-span, 

"crld  distorted  into  focus,  equally  unworldly 

As  the  boy  had  sometimes  seen  through  foils  of  mica,  only  subtler  far 

* 

Ho,  still  reclined  by  water's  tyranny. 

Was  shown  a better  soul  than  ever  he  had. 

And  pridefully  bereft  himself  of  any  tenancy 

* 

Within  the  outer  paradox.  He  cleft  his  nature  into  impotence. 

As  generals,  sashed  with  scarlet  or  with  royal. 

Find  medals  which  secure  the  mind 


Against  confusion  also  pierce  integrity. 

The  pools,  blind  centers  of  that  massive  force 
The  boy,  autonomous,  had  fractionally  shared, 

* 

Raised  grasping  wave s upon  his  spirit. 

Sought  to  flush  identity  away 
By  interfusing  it  within  a solvent  unity. 

♦ 

Not  giving  strength,  but  getting  it. 

Then  schemed  to  leave  instead 
A bondage  gentle,  sweet,  convenient 

* 

lend  nee.rly  irrevocable. 

To  turn  a personality  upon  a single  radiant  source:  themselves. 
His.  voice  already  sounded  in  his  chest 

* 

Y.rith  ringing  as  in  tunneled  sepulchers — 

Where  was  discrimination,  now  extravagance  of  joy, 

’■■/lie re  candor,  now  security-- 

* 

When  cut  from  wands  of  rushes  maundered 
(Falter  in  a world  of  soar)  a slack-mouthed  fish; 

Its  spangled  glory  was  obscured  by  years 

* 

As  banners  after  weather’s  whisleering 
But  murmur  what  they  once  had  brawled. 

God  put  it  there,  who  never  loved  such  pools. 

* 


The  boy  thrust  up  upon  a pointed  elbow. 

Saw  the  toiling  fish,  its  gills  like  Japanese  fans 
Though  eddies  countered  its  direction 


Finr.lly  achieve  the  iridescent  center 
Of  the  pivotal  pool  beside  him, 

IVhercujton  it  blasphemously  turned  a livid  belly  high 

• 

i>,nd  died,  the  shadow  of  its  putrefaction  spreading  generally. 
The  pools  projected  frenzied  splendor 

£ut  the  fish  was  all,  one  solemn  beetle  in  a leaf  of  whitest 

* 

The  boy  rose  ripping,  walked  away. 

Like  Lazarus,  to  vital  consternation  left  behind. 


• • • 


FROM  THIS  Y;iNDOYf 

after  the  many  moments  of  these  two  months 
the  tall  grass 

and  when  the  wild  plums  ripen 

entering  a timeless  time  of  dawns  and  days, 

from  this  window  the  night  begins  to  spend  itself 
these  linden  leaves  stretch  toward  the  light 
glistening  and  patterning  the  darkness 

beyond  all  things  this  Baucis-tree  is  wound  about  my  life, 

and  death  and  end  are  fashions; 
here  to  my  living  touch 

my  love  spends  sleep,  curled  like  a linden  leaf 
in  the  dark  and  quiet  night  now  thick  with  rain. 

the  gentle  arc  of  thighs 
enclosing  mystery 

the  secret  place  of  love  and  children 
songs  of  the  rain  within  the  night 
triumphs, .dynasties. 


GnLVIN  ISRAEL 
Lehigh  University 


TWO  POEMS  BY  HELEN  CARLSON 


Indiana  Uni  vs  r s i t y 


CONVERSATIONS 


I enioyed  the  conversations  every  midnight. 

"When  the  bocks  were  asleep  ir  their  shelves  and  wo  in  the  see 
of  buttered  toast  ana  paper  voyages. 

Or  over  the  submits  cf  gaslit  movie  trances 
Or  the  many  lives  we  bought  arid  slept  to  death. 

Heard  phantom  Future  tap  at  the  window  panes. 

Even  as  we  roamed  from  words  to  smiles. 

Privately  breathing  all  the  while 

And  pouring  invisible  memories  into  the  walls , 

I especially  watched  your  fingers  and  fancied 
Your  will  was  there,  unmoving  but  vitally  lithe  — 
fere  than  the  seasons  we’ve  known  cr  the  immigrant  turnings 
That  billowed  into  cur  separate  histories  — 

But  I lacked  the  glance  of  an  evening  star  in  my  eyes 

To  burn  away  the  dust  of  fallen  sleep 

Or  the  jealous  phantom  cf  all  year  unborn  years. 

And  so  I entertained  ycur  lively  figments 
And  even  offered  labor  for  their  birth; 

And  ycu  sc  unruffled  in  the  throne,  of  my  heart. 

Under  the  make-believe  moon  on  the  ceiling 

And  your  curtained  horizon,  Venetian  and  fragile. 

You  fed  me  the  evenings  in  the  ancient  sleep  of  the  world. 


ELEGY 


If  our  voices  run  dry  when  teakettles  whistle  in  moonlight. 
And  if  there  is  nothing  to  say  in  a torrent  of  whispers 
And  gurgling  friendships  and  packaged  jukebox  memories; 

If  the  evening  steins  our  hands  and  we  grow  weary 
Of  doughnuts,  laughter,  and  the  savage  prayers 
That  caress  our  steps  through  vagabond  streets  and  doorways. 
Then  only  say  the  days  grow  old  with  you. 

That  you  know  that  I,  a Prospero  of  ghosts. 

Have  sealed  a tear  of  the  sea  and  a grain  of  wind 
in  the  walls  of  my  room  where  history  burns  to  life. 

Say  that  you  dare  to  cross  a labeled  threshold 
To  seo  the  hearth  where  I conjured  musical  flames. 

And  say  that  you  saw  the  world  in  my  eyes 

And  pitied  my  hands  when  they  bled  from  the  heat  of  the  sun. 
Say  only  that  you've  crammed  your  memories  into  your  pockets. 
And  the  grins  of  the  damned  will  curl  dead  in  haunted  arcades* 


APRIL  L1J  S 


Watch  how  gothic  liquid  limb 


and  symmetry  of  timber  vault 


to  limn 


--while 


to  push 


a space  of  airy  welcome  out 

unseen  roots  grapple  under  earth  with  rocks 

the  wooden  fountain  up,  to  well  it  ever. 


to  stay  it  while  it  shades  the  world. 


bhen  stretched  across  the  winter 
they  etched  a line  of  empty  chalices 
with  veins  of  blackened  blood. 

Eut  pulsed  to  spring 

they  weave  a high  cathedral  hush 

to  wash  long  afternoons 

in  wreathing  ceaseless  sound 

of  soft  susurrant  leaves. 

ALAN  COOKE 

McGill  University 
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